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Another Fellow's Blacksmith*,

U o spreadines chestit tice
Fhes vallage sonthy studs;

fhe tha lazy man is he,
vined aedle e his louds g

Me haan 13 vough, uneombed and long,
Pt e is rown as tan -

The deast exertion makes him sweat,
1o dimhs whene'er o cany

And he eannot ook you s the face
I'or he pays not any man,

Wooh moand week out, from mworn t night,
He'll to the ale-bouse go
You can hear am coming home (uite
“tight,"”

With staggering step and slow,

With the crier who carries the village beli,
W hen the evening sun is low,

Aud ehnldien eonning home from school
[ voh inat the open door;

They love to see him voll about,
They laugh to hear him roar,

And cateh the stutteruy words that fly
Like ehatl from the thresking tloor,

He goes on Sunday to no chweh,
To =t among ** tho boya;”

He heats no parson pray or preach,
e loves no choir girl's voice,

sttt ngan the public honse -
A tankard cold g jee

In summer, and in winter hot-=
I+ Ins solo pataddise,

He with the landlord hag o row,
Aund tells hun that he lies;

Then, with a hard 10ugh hand, he gets
A punch between the eyes,

Diinking, quatielhing, smrowing,
Onward through hfe he goes
Fach morning sees debaveh begin,
“I'ts night before its close s
Oue thing attempted, one thing done —
He's got o tedder nose.
—Licho.

A Heroine of the North,
BY M. V. M,

Nzan the head of the Gulf of Both-
nia, in Sweden, lived, some twenty
years ago, a simple pensant couple
known ns ITans and Wirsten Mathson,
Mavia Magdalena was  their loving
and obedient daughter, and for her o
hfe of toil began rvight emrly. As
wwon as she was old enough she led
her father's veindeer to the hills in the
spring to find pasture, remaining with
them until the autuwmn, and then
spent the long winter in spinning, and
othet simple houschold duties of the
Lapp peasantry.

At that thwe most of the Lapps,
living far from the great towns, knew
litthe or nothing of the Gospel of
Jesus Christ.  Hans and  Kirsten
Matheou, however, were Christians,
and had 2 copy of the Bible in their
hamble home.

Maria was early taught to read and
love the blessed Book ; and her young
heart went out in tander love not only
to the Saviour of sinners, but to the
sinners whom he died to redeem.
Durirg the swmmer days, when she
sat among the silent hills, deep, sweet
thoughts stirred the heart of the
siple peasant givl.  She kuow little
wout the great world, but she did
Lnow that here —in her little corner

~there were great darkness and press-
mg need. IHow she longed to have

*Sen Longfellow’s poem,
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the Gospel made known to her own
dear people ! And how impo-ible it
secined that such a0 thing condd be
brought about ! But it must be! God
planted the thought deep down iv the
girls heart, and  she pondered and
prayed over it by duy and by night.

At length, one day—Iliks a swift
flash of light — came the startling
words spoken in the silence of the
loving heart: “Go to the King of
Nweden,  Tell him the story of your
prople’s need, and he will surely help,”

Maria was territied at the thought.
Clearly that was impossible! But as
the weeks and months went by, the
message came again and again, until
at last the brave girl accepted it as
the very voice of the Lord, and7set
her face to de his bidding,

These were some of the lions in the
way: Maria was only a poor, un-
educated Lapp gitl.  She did not
know the Swedish language. That
must be learned. She must leave her
pareits, who could ill afford to iose
her help.  She must travel on foot six
hundred miles, over an unknown road,
She had little or no money with which
to undertake the juurney.

But God called her! That was
enough, Tor three years she toiled,
with such helps as she could obtain,
in learning the Swedish language.
Then she won the consent of her
parents, fastened on her Lapland
skates, and began her toilsome and
lonely journey.

Think of it, gils! As young,
timid, home-loving, as you are, this
maiden—at the call of God--in the
widdle of o northern winter, crossed
the icy plains of Lapland, seeking
shelter by night among the peasants,

a distance of six hundred miles,
through a strange country ! Was she

not a true heroine?

At Geflo she found a public convey-
ance bound for Stockholm ; and here,
as soon as her ervand became known,
she was warmly welcomed. Kind
Christian hearts were stirred by her
story, and a lorge sum of money was
subseribed to estublish schools among
the Lapps.

At length the peasant girl was per.
mitted to see the king. So success-
fully did she plead tho cause of her
poor people —relying only upon God
for wisdom—that the king became
greatly interested, and promised his
protection and supprrt to vhe mission.

And now Maria was ready to re-
turn to her home. Nothing could
induce her to remain longer, though
the greatest kindness and attention
were shown her. She had obeyed
God! He had made her work suc-
cessful, and now her duty lay in the
divection of home.

Tt was uot long before Maria had
the delight of seeing schools in astive
operetion among lier people, and Swed-
ish colporteurs carrying the messago
of life throughout the thinly popu-
lated regions. Marin was of great
help in setting these schools going,
aud then, when all was in working
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ordey, the spaple, God feanng saaden
took up her howe dutie. onee more,
and went ont te the lulls with her
reindeor us before!

Onee again, some years later, Maria
made the long journey to Stockhobn,
to beg for the protection of her people
from  the wvnjust ceucroachments  of
eolonists,  The people knew  whowm
they could trust with their mterests,
and the peasant girl was again their
successful advoeate at court,

As before, she met a cordinl wel
come at Stockholm, but nothing counld
keep her in the capital after her mis-
sion was accomplished,  Marvia knew
that to truly serve and please God, is
to bo faithful to the work he gives, bo
it great ov small.

Brav., tender, faithful heart! Lov-
ing muech, and, therefore, daving much.
Truly, the lowest place becomes the
highest, where love and obedience
walk hand in hand with duty !
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The Drunkard’s Wife.

Iy Olio, I was passing from one
town to another, and on going to the
station I saw a vacant seat in tue
cars. They were very much erowded.

“May I sit by you?” I said to a
gentleman,

«es, Mr. Gough, you may. 1am
very glad to have you for a fellow
traveller.”

“Thank you for your courtesy.”

«] heard you speak last night. I'm
a pretty hard drinker. [ look like it,
don't 17"

“Somewhat.”

«T am worth some property ; but I
might be worth thousands where I am
only worth ten today. I'm a prett;
rough character, but I have always
considered myself a man of my word.
When I left after your lecture, I went
home and said to my wife: ¢I will
never drink another drop of liquor as
long as Tlive” I thought she would be
tickled at it, but she burst out crying,
and dropped on her knees. T didn’t
like it. T'm not that sost. I have not
been on my knees since I was eight
years old ; and as for tle inside of a
church, I hardly know what itis. 1
didn’t like it; and I said, ¢ What in
thunder are you on your knees for?
I went to bed sulky; got up this
morning, and T wanted whiskey. I
had never promised any one before
that T woula not drink’; but 1 had
done so now, and I'm a man of my
word,

“Tm going to see about a picce of
proverty I bought when drunk. I'm
gotng right araong the drink and into
temptation; but 1 would rather be
earvied home dead co-night than car-
ried home drunk. * 1 want whiskey
now, but I don’t mean to have jt. I
tried to take my breakfast this morn-
ing. I couldwt get it down. The
more I strove to cat, the wmore I
loathed the food. I wanted whiskey
—1 felt as if I must have whiskey ;
and I knew where I was going.”
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Then the tenrs cowe, and the lip
gquivered as ho said ;

“Well, Mr, Congh, you may think
it very gqueer of e, but J have been
on my kuees this morning for over an
hone,”

“ Have yon 1"

“Yes.”

“Phen,” T said, “keep there, and
you will go home rober. No man over
drank a glass of hquor in this world
while he was honestly praying CGod to
keep him from it”

There is safoty there, but ail the
rest is visk.—-J. B, Gough.
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Macaulay’s Tribute to His
Mother.

“CHILDREN, look in those eyes, listen
to that dear voice, notice the feeling
of even a single touch that is be-
stowed upon you by that hand! Make
much of it while yet you have that
most precious of all good gifts—a
loving mother. Read the unfathom-
able love of thoso eyes-—the kind
anxiety of that tone and look, how-
ever slight your pain.

“In after-life you may have friends;
but never will you have again the in-
expressible Jove and gentleness lav-
ished upon you which none but a
mother bestows. Ofton do I sigh in
the struggle with tlg hard, uncaring
world, for the sweet, deep security I
felt when, of an evening, nestling in
her bosom, I listened to some quiet
tale suitable to my age, read in her
untiring voice. Never can I forget
her sweet glances cast upon me when
T appeared asleep—never her kiss of
peace at night. Years have passed
uway since we laid her beside wmy
father in the old churchyard ; yeu still
her voice whispers from the grave,
and her eye watches over me, as I
visit spots long since hallowed to the
memory of my mother.”

Our Neighbours at the Bottom.

AT a meeting of the Chinese Union
in Philadelphia the following incident
was related : A distinguished clergy-
man once asked a gentleman to con-
tribute some money for foreign mis-
sions, and received the reply,

« I don't believe in foreign missions ;
I won't give anything except to home
missions, L want to give to benefit
My neighbours.”

“Well,” coolly responded the doctor,
“awhom do you regard as your neigh-
bours?”

“Why, those avound me.”

“Da you menn those whose land
joins yonrs?”

“Yes.”

“«Well,” said Dr. Skinner, “how
much land do yow own?”

« About five hundred acres,” was the
reply.

«ow far down do you own it?”
inquired Dr, Skinner.

“\Why, I never thought of it before,
but T suppose T own halfway through.”

« Exactly,” said the doctor, *I sup-
pose you do; and L want this money
for the Chineso—the men whose land
joins yours on the bottom.”
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